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A STORY OF A LITTLE BOY OF FOUR. 


I will mention another brief illustration of the | 
uncertainty of life even in CHILDHOOD. | 

A little boy of four, one day sat on his mother’s 
lap, and she talked to him of that beautiful de- 
scription of heaven which you may read in the 
first five verses of the last chapter of Revelation. 
She asked him if he would not like to walk by that 
crystal river and under the shadow of those trees 
of life. He looked up in her face and said he did 





H 


not wish to go away from his father and mother. | 


But in a few weeks he did go away from them; 
and he-will never return to them more. 

The fresh bloom of health was on his cheek, and 
all the gladness of happy childhood shone in his 
full expressive eye. Those who looked upon him, 
little thought how soon he was to lie down in the 
grave. But asudden sickness came. He had 
been ill inthe night, and his mother was holding 
him in her arws, when the family assembled for 
morning prayer. He slipped from her lap, and 
took his accustomed place in his little chair, by 
his father’s side. He read in his turn, and then 
rested his languid head on his father’s knee. He 
never read the Bible again, never more bent his 
litle knees in prayer. He was laid upon the 
bed; it was the bed of death. 

Truly, even in childhood, life is uncertain. Yes, 
dear children, your life is uncertain. Like the 
little boy in the picture, you may soon lie pale and 
cold in death. But if you love the Lord Jesus 
Christ, you need not be afraid to die; for he will 
take care of you. When you leave your pleasant 
home on earth, he will take you to a better home 
inheaven. He will bring you to your Father’s 
house above, where he will smile upon you, and 
where you will be blessed and happy forever. 

[Mountain Ramble. 























THE NURSERY. 





CONVERSATIONS IN THE GARDEN; 

BETWEEN A MOTHER AND HER LITTLE BOY. 

‘Come with me, mother,” said Charles Nor- 
wood ; ‘‘come with me into the garden. I have 
something to show you.” 

‘Ts it so important that you would have your 
mother lay by her sewing for it??? said Mrs. 
Norwood with a fond smile, as she looked on his 
blooming, animated countenance. 

**O yes, mother, come and see; there are a 
great many ants in the walk, running backwards 
and forwards with something in their mouths. I 
have been watching them, and watching them, 
this long time, and cannot tell what they are all 
80 busy about. You will come and tell me about 
it, will you not, mother?”’ 

Mrs. Norwood could not deny her sweet boy. 
She threw by her work, and taking thie little hand 


held out to her, went with him into the garden, if 


yard, when Charles drew his hand from hers, and 


you cannot tell.” 


we can call by such a name that portion of the 


attached to many of the houses in a large city. 
She had scarcely reached the door opening to the 


bounded on before her with all the impatient vi- 
vacity of childhood, calling out, ‘‘ Make haste 
mother, here they are! What arethey all. doing?” 

‘* Look at them=attentively, iny son, and see if| 





‘*O yes, mother; I see every one coming up 


tience and perseverencc; for nothing good or great 
yard devoted to grass and flowers, which is found } | 


s ever done without these.” 
‘* What else have you read about ants, mother?” 
‘*] have read a great many wonderful things 


about them, of their laying up food for winter, of 
their keeping other insects to supply them with 
nourishmentyeas wo keep cows; of their battles, 
and a great deal more.” 


**Oh, tell me all, mother, I should love so to 


' hear about them.”’ 


‘**T cannot do so, now, my boy; but 1 will make 


out of a little hole, with a grain of sand, then | you a promise, upon one condition.” 


they lay it downand go back for another; are they | 
not making a nest?” 


‘* What will you promise me, mother?” 
‘© You know we are going to spend a month or 


‘© If my Charles had been a little more patient | two at grandfather’s, and that will be a fine place 
and observing, he would have found out all this, | for us to look for ant-hills. There are many other 


before he came up for his mother. 
you have told me so much, [ will tell you some- 
thing more about these busy little creatures. 

‘* This little hill which they are raising with 
the grains of sand they lay down, is called an ant- 
hill; they form it while clearing cut their nest, 
which is under ground. These are called the | 
mining ants. See how industrious they are? Not 
one is idle, or loitering; as soon as they put down | 
one grain, they go back foranother. They work 
so steadily that they will soon have their nest 
finished.” 

‘© Oh, mother, how much I should like to see | 
how they make it!”’ 

**T wish I could show you how it is, Charles. 
When I was a little girl, I used to watch the ants 
at their work; and I tried several times to open 
their nests that I might see them, but the earth 
falling in, prevented this, and spoiled all their la- 
bor. I thought it was apity to do this, and gave 








up my attempt. There is one kind of ants which 

build above ground; perhaps I may some day have 

an opportunity to show you one of their nests, or | 
if I cannot do that, I will read you a description 

of one.”’ 

‘* Thank you, dear mother, how glad I shall be 
to hear it, but I would much rather see one my- 
self and try to find out how they form it, Did 
they ever make their nests again, after you spoil- 
ed them?” 

** Yes, my son; and when I saw them laboring 
so hard to repair the mischief I had done, I could 
not willingly disturb them again. I saw an ant 
which was endeavoring to clear out a nest I had 
spoiled, trying to carry a piece of dirt as large 
again as itself. It tumbled over with its load two 
or three times, but jt would not give up, until the 
grain of earth was carried as far as it wished. 
They are the most persevering little creatures in 
the world. 

**T have read an account of an ant that was 
watched by a soldier who had concealed himself 
in an old building, when escaping from his ene- 
mies. He saw it trying to carry a grain of corn 
larger than itself up a high wall; it fell sixty-nine 
times, and the seventieth it reached the top. He 
thought, then, that he might learn from this little 
insect what men might do by courage and perse- 
verence. Is there not a little boy, who if he had 
been there, might have Jearned from this ant, to 
try again and again, and not give up so easily, 
when his mother asks him to fix his dissected 
map?” 

** You mean me, mother, I know you do,” said 
Charles smiling. ‘‘If I had persevered, like this 
little ant, I might have fixed it, without asking 
youto help me. Next time, I will think of the 
ant you read of, and try to do as that did.” 

‘**T hope so, my boy. It will give your parents 
great pleasure to see you striving to gain more pa- 











And now that} insects worth noticing and reading about beside 
ants,—bees, spiders, gnats, ant-lions, and a great 
imany more whose histories are as curious and en- 
tertaining as your favorites, 


We will first pro- 
vide ourselves, before we leave town, with some 
books which treat of them. With the assistance 
of these, and what we can see in our rambles 
through the woods and fields, we shail, I hope, 
gain some knowledge of the natural history of in- 
sects.’” 

‘* T wish the time was here, mother; when will 
we go?” 

‘** But you have forgotten to ask the condition 
on which my promise was to be fulfilled.” 

‘* What is it, mother?—not a hard one, I hope.” 

** You have forgotten the soldier’s ant already, 
my boy; are you afraid it will require patience? 
said Mrs. Norwood smiling. The condition is, 
that you must first learn all you can from vour 
own observation in our little garden. You must 
find out all you can by patient, close attention, 
before you come to me for information. This is 
the surest way of gaining knowledge; and one 
fact learned by this, is worth more than all I could 
tell or read to you. Observe every insect care- 
fully, that will give you a chance to do so; see 
whether it makes honey from the flower, lives on 
the juices of the plant, or feeds on other insects. 
When you have learned any thing new, come to me, 
and I will write it down for you; and we will then 
compare what you have seen, with what others 
have written. Will you promise me this?” 

‘*] will try, mother. I hope I may succeed; 
but I would much rather hear any thing fromyou, 
than wait to find it out myself.” 

‘*T know it, my boy; and it is to cure this fault, 
that I have required this from you.” 

Charles Norwood was a boy of quick capaci- 
ties, and he already began to exhibit the fault usu- 
ally belonging to such minds—a want of patient 
attention and a dislike for any thing which requir- 
ed perseverence. His motherfsaw this, and jucici- 
ously endeavored to check it, before it became a 
settled habit of mind. She had early accustomed 
him to observe; before he could speak plainly, she 
directed his attention to every object around him, 
which could interest a child. In this she had suc- 
\ceeded. He had a quickness of observation 
| which was a good foundation for future acquire- 
' ment, and she now labored to prevent him from 
| forming his opinions too hastily. She wished him 
‘to acquire the habit of ‘* patient thought.”’ 

Mrs. Norwood was gratified to see how man- 
| fully her little boy strove to fulfil the promise he 
made her. Unobserved by him, she would take 
| her seat by the window which looked out upon 
| the yard, and watch him as he followed the butter- 
fly or the bee from flower to flower, or stood at- 
tentively regarding the aphis or the caterpillar. 
Sometimes he would run towards the house, as if 
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he were coming to ask information from her, and 
then, as if recollecting himself, he would turn 
back, and patieutly watch the insect that had ex- 
cited his curiosity. She did not praise him for this 
victory over himself; but he knew from his moth- 
er’s smile of approbation, as she listened to his ac- 
count of what he had seen, that he had pleased 
her; and this was more to him than flattery would 
have been from a less judicious mother. 

The time fixed on for their visit to the country 
was drawing near, and never was there a happier 
boy than Charles Norwood, when his mother 
called him one morning to get his hat and go with 
her, to look for the books she had promised to get 
for him; for he then knew she was satisfied with 
what he had done, and he could now look for- 
ward with certainty and delight to the time when 
she would fulfil her promise by making him ac- 
quainted with the interesting and wonderful his- 
tory of insects. [ Parley’s Mag. 

ee Ree ES 
Written for the Youth’s Companion. 
LETTER PROM A PUSSY 
TO AN ABSENT KITTEN. 

My pear pavcuter Kirry,—Mapy long 
months have passed, since I parted with you, and 
I feel very anxious to know how you do. I miss 
your tender caresses and it would make me very 
happy to feel your little velvet paw round my neck 
again. Your little brothers and sisters grow fine- 
ly, and are very frolicksome and playful. It takes 
me all my time to keep them out of harm’s way, 
for they are skipping here and there and every 
where, in a minute, and as there arc six of them, I 
have my paws full of business, I assure you. 





| 


is mewing with pain, most piteously, so I must 
vid you good bye— 


Your affectionate mother, Tassy. 





OBITUARY. 








Written for the Youth's Companion. 
THE CHILD SAFE. 
‘* Ts it well with the child? And she answered, It is 
well.” 

This interrogation of the prophet of the Lord, and 
the reply made to it, by the affectionate and anx- 
ious mother, receive a sublime and impressive 1l- 
lustration in the history of Cuartotte Hamitton, 
second daughter of H. Asa and Clarissa Hamil- 
ton, M. D. who died in Somers, Ct., the 26th of 
Aug. last, aged 10 years. 

In the autumn of 1833, when she was in good 
health, she was‘Specially impressed with a sense 
of her obligation to her Saviour, and with her 
guilt and ruined condition as a sinner. For some 
time, she wept and prayed in secret places, and 
sought direction from her parents and Christian 
friends. At length, she was enabled to submit 
herself to Jesus to be saved entirely through the 
merits of his atonement, and to follow after him, 
as her supreme Lord and Master. Twelve or 
more other members of the Sabbath school, the 
same autumn, were gathered by the arm of Christ, 
and embraced to be carried, forever, it is hoped, 
in his bosom. She spoke of Christ, at that time, 
with marked feelings of interest and delight, ex- 
pressing an attachment to him, far above her dear- 
est earthly friends, and all the objects of earth, 
and even her own life. Her views of the doc- 
trines of the gospel and of the duties which it en- 


hope you do all you can to please the good lady, | joins, were, for a child, she then being only about 
with whom you live, but you are apt to be thought- | eight years old, in a pleasing and satisfactory de- 
less, and must listen to alittle advice from one! sree, correct and enlarged. She would, then, 


¢ > j 7 7 | . . . 
who has seen more of the world than you have. | have united with the church, with others of her 


I would not have you stupid, but do not imagine 
every time her ball of yarn rolls across the floor, 
that she expects you to run after it, or take it in 
your teeth and play with it. I recollect once get- 
ting asad cufling for that same thing, when I was 
a kitten. Never lay down in her easy-chair, or 
on her sofa, for she is so very particular, you would 
be sure to displease her, beside running the risk 
of being hurt, if any one should sit down without 
seeing you. 

I hope you are learning to be a first rate mous- 
er. Your mistress will value you much more for 
this accomplishment. I had caught two mice before 
I was as old as you are now. You should watch 
atall the holes and cracks, and now and then, 
step into the cupboard, when the door is left open, 
and snuff round there a little. But be sure you 
don’t take anything nut mice. You'd be certain 
to be punished, if you were found out, and it 
would break my heart to hear that one of my 
kittens had the character of being a thief. I know 
it is very hard when you are hungry to resist a 
tempting bit of meat, or fish; or a savallow or so 
of sweet milk, when it comes in your way, but I 
have great confidence in the kindness of your 
mistress, and if you are well-fed it would be quite 
inexcusable in you to yield to such temptations. 

You must keep yourself very clean and neat, 
I hope you attend to this, for of all things I detest 
a sluttish kitten. Your fur is so white that it 
shows the least speck of dirt, so pray be careful. 
Never creep into ash-holes or rub up against the 
tea kettle, or do any such out of the way trick, 
that a well-bred kitten could be ashamed of. Be 
careful too, what cats in the neighborhood you as- 
sociate with. I dont know as you are allowed to 
go out much, if not, so much the better. I would 
advise you to stay at home till you are older, and 
not get into quarrels with any of them, till you are 
able to defend yourself, or you will be the worse 
for it. 

How are your eyes now? I hope they are 
quite strong and well and that your whiskers be- 
gin to grow finely. Let me hear from you soon. 
1 cant write any more now, for that clumsy Betty 
has just trod on your little brother’s paw, and he 





companions, but willing to be controlled by those 
in whose judgmentshe felt her duty to confide, 
she was advised, on account of her mere ycuth, 
to defer it. The gracious hopes which she enter- 
tained, at this time, she never wholly relinquished; 
but, whenever questioned, and at other times, she 
would express something of the same preference 
for her Saviour, as at first. And it is believed, 
that while her health continued, she was in the 
habit of retirement for meditation and prayer. 

In the autumn of 1834, she was attacked of the 
disease, white swelling, of which she died, Short- 
ly after, she was so far disabled, that she could 
not walk; and, except when she was carried 
abroad, she was obliged to be confined to the 
house, and, for several of the last months, to her 
bed. Her disease, though gradual in its progress, 
was sure in its work of desolation on the energies 
and life of her bodily system. And when it came 
to be evident to her friends and herself that she 
would not be restored, but must die, she was calm, 
and submissive to the will of God, wishing to have 
no choice of her own, but to have God choose as 
he might please, and preferring, if it might be his 
will, to depart and be with Christ, considering it 
far better than to remain in the flesh. When 
speaking of the subject of her death, she would 
say, ‘‘ I love my parents; I love my brother, and 
sisters, and all my friends; but I love Jesus more, 
and I desire to go and be with him.’’ And when 
her parents expressed grief in view of her sepa- 
ration from them, sho would check them, saying, 
‘* You do wrong to be reluctant to give me up; for 
Jesus has higher claims to me, than you have, and 
he will do better by me, than you can do.’’ Towards 
the latter part of her life, and, more or less, during 
all her sickness, she conversed with her relatives 
and companions, as they administered to her wants, 
or came to visit her, on the vast concerns of the 
soul and of eternity, enjoining it on them not to 
think much of the world; but to turn their affec- 
tions off from It, and to love Christ, and faithfully 
follow after him, and prepare to meet her in hea- 
ven. Particularly, would she call her elder sister 
to her for this sole purpose. She had a very tend- 
er sense Of obligation, not only to God, but to her 
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friends, for the favors which she received. When 
her parents and others were performing kind 
offices for her, she would, very particularly, ang 
with much feeling, express her thanks, and de. 
sire, that the Lord would reward them. She of. 
ten made mention of the Sabbath school, what q 
blessing it had been to her; and was heard repeat. 
edly to exclaim, ‘‘ O the scholars of the Sabbath, 
school don’t know what privileges they enjoy.” 

Discovering, that she had ripened, and was rip. 
ening fast for heaven, and desiring that Chris 
might be honored by her as much as possible op 
earth, the inquiry was made by her pastor, wheth. 
er, if it were possible, she would feel it a duty and 
privilege, a meansof strength and comfort to her, 
to make a public profession of her faith in Christ, 
and partake of the memorials of his dying love, 
She replied, she should. And on being told, i 
was possible, her countenance brightened into 
joy. It was found afterwards, that she had often 
thought of it, and desired it; but supposed, it was 
impossible on account of her confined and enfeeb- 
led state. From the moment of its being disclos. 
ed, she was anxious that it might take place; and 
though not afraid, at all, to die, she was afraid 
that she should die before the event could occur, 
She was told, she could be saved without it. She 
replied, ‘‘ I know it, I know it; but Christ has given 
the command,”’ ‘‘ THis DO IN REMEMBRANCE oF 
ME;” and I feel it to be my duty.”” She waste. 
ceived into the church, and the elements of the 
holy supper administered to her on the Lord’s day, 
the 2d of Aug. only three weeks and two days 
before her death. The fact, that she partook of 
these symbols, for the last time, before she suffer- 
ed, and the circumstance, that she united with her 
parents, and grandparents, and other relatives ané 
friends in so solemn a memorial of her Saviour’s 
death and resurrection, rendered the scene, toher 
and all present, one of uncommon interest. An 
expression of satisfaction was lighted up on her 
countenance, which indicated to all- who saw her, 
that she felt a peace within, which passeth under 
standing. On being asked in the evening by her 
father, how she'could bear the exercises of the oc 
casion with so much firmness, when she was so 
feeble, she answered, ‘‘ O, Thad been praying tv 
my heavenly Father during the day, to strengthen 
me; and my pra yer was answered.” From this 
time, she declined very rapidly, and her sufferings 
were great. But amid all her sufferings, though 
obliged to express sensation, and to have her po- 
sition often changed, she uttered no complaint 
against God; but always said, that her sufferings 
were far less than she deserved. She daily de- 
sired, and, it is believed, even longed for death to 
come; often expressing fear, lest she should mars 
ifest impatience in waiting for it. For several 0 
her last wceks, she expressed much more satisfa¢ 
tion, in joining in prayers in which her life wasn 
asked, than in those in which it was desired, 
When the very time of her departure came, inth@ 
full exercise of her reason, she knew it, and wil 
a distinct, audible voice, she said, ‘‘ I am going, 
am gomg now: And to her parents, and all het 
friends around her, she said, ‘‘ Farewell, fart’ 
well: and to her pastor, ‘‘ Dear Minister, farew 
I thank you for all that you have ever done for mi’ 
And again, once more, to all she said, ‘* Love Got 
prepare for death.”” And, then, evidently, # 
prayer to her Saviour, which she had not streng! 
audibly to articulate, she fell asleep in Jesus; av! 
we doubt not, that she is now praising God ant 
the Lamb in the courts of heaven; and that he 
diseased, emaciated body rests in good hope of 
glorious resurrection. 

Pause, now, and mark well the reality, a9] 
beauty, and transcendent importance which @ 
here thrown around the religion of the gospé 
What parent, that reads this narrative, will not! 
deeply impressed with the immediate duty of 
cessant prayer to God, and of every possible ¢ 
fort for your child, that it may come to Chris 
who has said, Suffer little childrento come unto™ 





and forbid them noi; that, if it dies at this ea! 
period, it may die in the bosom of his love; 80 












When 
g kind 
ly, and 
ind de. 
She of- 
what a 
repeat- 
Sabbath 
ae 
was rip- 

Christ 
sible on 
_ wheth- 
uty and 
; to her, 
Christ, 
1g love, 
told, i: 
ed into 
ad often 
1, it Was 
enfeeb- 
disclos- 
ice 5 and 
aS afraid 
1 occur, 
it. She 
aS given 
ANCE oF 
was te- 
s of the 
'd’s day, 
wo days 
irtook of 
e suffer. 
with her 
ives and 
Javiour’s 
e, toher 
>st. An 
> on her 
saw her, 
h under 
g by her 
f the oe 
» Was s0 
aying to 
rengthen 
rom this 
ufferings 
}, though 
her po 
omplaint 
ufferings 
daily de- 
death to 
uld mans 
everal of 
satisfac 
e was nd 
desired. 
ne, inthe 
and wilh 

| going, 
d all het 
all, fares 
farews 
or mu’ 
yore God, 
ently, i! 
| strengl! 
sus; ane 
God and 
that he 
hope of 












lity, ang 
hich a 


, gospel 


il] not b 


ity of i ; 


ssible ¢ 
o Chris. 
» unto mee 
his ear 
e; and 











Youth’s Companion. 







147 





[ening 





it lives, it may be an ornament and pillar in his 
church? And what child, that reads this narra- 
tive, Will not immediately give your heart to 
Christ, and follow him according to his com- 
mands; whose religion here shines with a bright- 
ness Which, extinguishes the light of human phi- 
josophy, and sinks into comparative insignificance 
all the attainments which man, by his own genius 
or art, can make? 

A Memoir of this interesting child will shortly 
be issued from the press, written by a clergyman, 
a relative and particular friend, who is himself in 
very feeble health. And it is believed, that this 
and other works, for the benefit of the young, from 
his pen, will be no small equivalent for the useful- 
ness which he would have effected, had he not 
been taken off from his official labors. 
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Written for the Youth’s Companion. 
PLAIN SERMONS FOR CHILDREN. 
SERMON XIII. 

1 Samuel I. 27, 28. ‘* For this child I prayed: and the Lord hath 
given me my petition which I asked of him. Therefore also I 
have lent him to the Lord; as long as he liveth he shall be lent to 
the Lord.” . 

Thus did the pious mother of Samuel devote 
the child that God had graciously given her, to 
him and to his service; for this child she had pray- 
ed. She knew that her children as well as allher 
other mercies, came from God; therefore she went 
up to the temple of God, the house of prayer, and 
there poured out her soul before God. 

*‘ And she vowed a vow, and said, O Lord of 
hosts! if thou wilt in deed look upon the affliction 
of thy handmaid,fand remember me, and_ not for- 
get thy handmaid; but will give unto thy handmaid 
a man-child, then will I give him unto the Lord 
all the days of his life.” She prayed for a man- 
child; not because she wished for an heir to an 
estate, or that he might be rich or great in the 
world; but that he might have the honor of serv- 
ing God in his temple, and minister to the Lord 
in holy things. And when God had given her 
the child she asked of him, she remembered the 
vow she had made, and as soon as_ he was wean- 
ed, she took him with her to the house of God, 
and brought him to Eli, the high priest, and there 
in the most solemn manner, devoted her child, 
and gave him up unto the Lord, in the words of 
the text—‘‘ For this child I prayed; and the Lord 
hath granted my petition; therefore also, I have 
lent him to the Lord; as long as he liveth, he 
shall be lent to the Lord.” 

From this pleasing history, we learn what is the 
duty of pious parents : It is to acknowledge that 
they receive their children at the hand of God, 
and to devote them to his fear and service. And 
perhaps some of you, my little friends, like 
Samuel, have had a pious mother, who has de- 
voted you to the Lord; they have said in such lan- 
guage as this: ‘ For this child I prayed, and the 
Lord hath granted my request. It is God who 
hath given it unto me, and shall not I devote it to 
him, and to his service? He hath said, All souls 
are mine; the soul of the father and the soul 
of the son; and when he puts this child into my 
hands, does he not, as it were, say, Here is an 
immortal soul that may be happy or miserable for- 
ever; bring it up for me and my service. And is 
it possible that this dear child whom I so tender- 
ly love, may be made through my neglect, forever 
miserable? Dreadful thought! But how pleasing 
to think that, with the blessing of God upon my 
endeavors, it may be taught to know his Creator, 
to love and serve him here, and to dwell with him 
forever and ever. Delightful thought! Soon as 
its infant tongue can speak, it shall be taught the 
praises of it’s God and Saviour, it’s little hands be 
lifted up to the God of its mercies, and it’s feet 
taught the way to the house of God. O my God! 
I desire not that it may be rich or great in this 
world; only give it aheart to love and serve thee. 
To thee who gave it to me, I would solemnly de- 


This has been the language of many a pious 
mother; and we would hope, children, of some of 
yours. And surely you will not disappoint their 
pleasing hopes and expectations. Consider the 
many prayers they have put up for you, the many 
tears they have shed on your account. How can 
they bear the thought that their children should 
be the children of the {devil instead of the chil- 
dren of God! Do they love God above all things, 
and must they not desire that you should love him 
too? Do they hope to dwell forever in heaven, 
and must they not earnestly desire that their chil- 
dren may likewise be heirs of that heavenly king- 
dom. Children, you can never be thankful enough 
to God for such parents as these. Let your be- 
haviour to them be all duty, love, and obedience; 
and let not their prayers and instructions be lost 
upon you. Thank God for all the mercies of your 
infant years, that you have been so early taught 
to know the God of your mercies, .and call him 
Father. Pray that your parents may have the joy 
of heart to see you love God above all things, and 
serve him with a cheerful heart and willing mind, 
and that you may never forsake their God, and 
your God. 
HYMN. 

Thus does the pious parent give 

Her children to the Lord; 

Teaches their infant tongues to pray, 

And learn his holy word., 

With early steps they learn to tread, 

The temple of their God, 

And there their infant tongues are taught 

‘To spread his praise abroad. 

Happy the child whose future years, 

Are thus for heaven designed ; 

Nor while the mother acts her part, 

Forgets the heaven-born mind. 

Ee 
“FATHER, PRAY FOR ME! 

The force of the obligation by which parents are 
bound to set a pious example before thcir children 
and to give them religious education, may be in 
a degree illustrated by the following facts which 
took place in the house of Mr. G. distantly relat- 
ed to some members of the writer’s family. He 
was in easy circumstances of property, and held a 
respectable station in life. His character for pro- 
bity and honor was high, and few men have 
enjoyed more fully the confidence of all, than did 
Mr. G. In his domestic relations, he was courte- 
ous, kind and dignified. But all his high morality 
was of this world, and not of the Gospel. Except 
when visited by the preacher of a neighboring 
church, or some other pious friend, his house knew 
not the soundof prayer. Religious conversation 
was almost as rare, though usually on the Sabbath 
he would $e reading the Bible or some religious 
work, the merits of which would call forth a cas- 
ual remark. At the time to which my history re- 
fers, his eldest son, C., was about eighteen years 
of age, and till then remarkably healthy and athlet- 
ic; but now was he visited by a severe attack of 
typhus fever. The progress of the disease was 
rapid, and in a comparatively short time fatal 
symptoms were very evident. This information 
was in the evening communicated to Mr. G. and 
in the course of the night tohis son. He receiv- 
ed it with surprise, but entire composure. He in- 
quired for his father, but hearing he was ‘asleep, 
chose not to wake him. Before day, however, the 
father was at the side of the sick bed, when a dia- 
logue commenced in nearly the following words:— 
‘ Father,’ said the young man, ‘the doctors tell me 
I must die, they say they can do no more for me.’ 
‘I knowit.’ ‘ Well father, I have one, and but one 
favor to ask you—will you grant it?’ ‘I will, my 
son, if it is possible; ask me any thing I can do—it 
shall be done.’ ‘ Father! I want you to kneel down 
by my bedside and pray for me’—‘I can’t, my son 
—I can’t!’ ‘ Do, father, pray for me!—You never 





er’s prayers.’—In an agony of weeping, the fath- 
er rushed out of the room. The otherwise kind 
and indulgent parent had thus long neglected with 
his own soul, the soul of that beloved son, and now 
could not find a heart to grant his dying request 
for one father’s prayer to the Father of mercies. 

Would that parents would remember that they 
must meet their children in the awful judgment. 
Would they could be induced to ask themselves 
whether they can calmly determine to part with 
their children in death, without having even led 
them to a throne of mercy. N.O. Obs. 
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SABBATH SCHOOL. 





Communicated for the Youta’s Companion. 

Letters to a Class in a Sabbath School, No. 4. 

Dear young Friends,—It has been my object 
to persuade you to turn your attention to heaven; 
to that very heaven which you hope willbe your 
home after death: for, although your ideas of hea- 
ven may, at present, be extremely vague and er- 
roneous, yet, you do not wish to be deceived. 
Nothing could tempt you to spend your lives in 
preparing for an imaginary heaven, if by so doing 
you supposed there was a possibility even, of fail- 
ing ofthe true. If you are, in this life, to obtain 
arelish for the society and the employments of 
heaven, is it not necessary that you should have 
clear conceptions of that society and of those em- 
ployments? If bliss, surpassing all conception 
is to be yours in eternity, ought you not to know 


something of the nature and source of that bliss 
here in time? You will acknowledge the reason- 


ableness of this. And here, you are not left in the 
dark. A heavenly radience, from the world of 
light, beams around you. If you have not already 
seen enough of that bright world to call off your 
affections from this, it is because you have turned 
away youreyes. If you have not yet begun to 
prepare for a residence with the redeemed, it is 
because you are unacquainted with the greatness of 
the preparation to be made. 

But what constitutes the happiness? In order 
to answer this, we must turn to the Bible; for al- 
though the works of creation may suggest to us 
something of the power of God, and the works of 
providence unfold to us something of his charac- 
ter, yet the united splendors of the universe can- 
not give us one idea of heaven, nor can the sweet- 
est sounds of nature utter forth one note of the 
song of redemption. But the Bible informs us 
that heaven is a state of pure, spiritual and end- 
less enjoyment. Those, who have been redeemed 
from all iniquity drink in pleasures unmixed from 
the fountain-head. They are with God, the fath- 
er of their spirits. To gaze on his glory; to con- 
template his perfections; to be continually ap- 
proaching him in knowledge and in capacity for 
enjoyment; to possess, with increased capacity, 
increased happiness, and to know that this increase 
of knowledge and of joy will go on through eter- 
nity,—O is not this felicity? But a glimpse of 
this caused David to exclaim, ‘‘ My soul thirsteth 
for God; for the living God: when shall I come 
and appear before God?” He was assured ‘‘ that 
in his presence was fulness of joy and at his right 
hand were pleasures for evermore,” therefore he 
cried out, ‘‘O that I had the wings of a dove, 
then would I flee away and be at rest.” 

But this is not all. When Paul had a desire 
to depart, it was that he might be with Christ. 
To be with Christ! The very thought sends a 
thrill of joy to the believer’s heart. Ifthose who 
believe in him here on earth rejoice with joy un- 
speakable and full of glory, what heart can con- 
ceive the extent of the felicity which will be theirs, 
when they shall have been purified from al] sin 
and introduced into the presence of their Re- 
deemer! 








prayed for me in the world; pray for me while I can 
yet hear!’ ‘TI can’t, my son—Oh I can’t.’ ‘ Dear 
father,—you never taught me to pray to the Lord 
Jesus, and now I die—you never prayed for me 


Not only are they in the presence of their Sa- 
viour, to be blessed with his‘ smiles, but it is theirs 
also to enjoy the society of seraphim and cheru- 
bim, of angels and of the spirits of the just made 








vote it; and may it be.thine forever,” 





—this once! O don’t let me die without my fath- 


perfect. They will be the associates of countless 
mvriads >f the elder sons of immortality, as well 
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Youth’s Companion. 





as of those beloved Christian friends with whom and the third day, and on the fourth day to drop its | 
they have taken sweet counsel here on earth. | ithering pelle, 10 te Broun wudful motions of the} 
: : .h | pleas air shi ea t 
And while the en of every sa shore — young animal, and hea, tah the wisdom that formed 
can be desired is open to them, everything which | 7.4) nbs for action, its organs for their several est 
can in the least mar their felicity is excluded. tions. But canst thou tell how its will produceth 
O will you not, my young friends, begin with- | or suspendeth motion, how its life preserveth the 
out delay to prepare for felicity, so perfect, so en-} body from corruption? Can thy reason under- 
during? D. stand its instincts, tell why it prayeth on life, or 
— grazeth in the meadow? Be wise, my child, and 
know thine ignorence. All that thou knowest is 
so full of the goodness of thy God, it should make 
jthee love Him: Let what thou knowest not, make 
thee admire and adore Him. [Emblems for Youth. 








MORALITY. 


EFFECTS OF REMORSE. 

There is a young man named Bardwell, in 
‘prison at Northampton, for the commission of oy The Aged Learner. 
sundry larcenies. He was arraigned before the The visiters of a Ladies’ Bible Society called at a 
court last week, but by reason of insanity, was garret where a poor widow woman lived. They ask- 

ble to plead. end wee veluracd te the peicen ed her ** if she had a Bible??? She answered, ** No, 
eee oe poeeas Se 7 f , | mavam, I often think what would I give, if I could 
This incident forms a theme for the subsequent D 


: | read, and had a Bible.” They advised her to try to 
reflections by the editor of the Northampton Cou- | learn; but she said, * It’s too late, after fifty years: 
rier; | 


people would laugh at me: and who would have pa- 
It literally makes the heart ache to witness the | tience to teach one that does not know two letters?” 
mere wreck of this once noble and proud-spirited | They told her of a Sunday-school for grown persons, 
boy. What amoral spectacle for the young as| and advised her to go to it. She promised she would, 

ell , ts to contemplate? Here is a youth) but she did not make her appearance at the school, 
po petit! sgteeenn! ‘ P P sae the first Suuday after, for want of courage; but the 
of much promise for future usefulness, enjoying | nex, Sunday she came, She soon became very anxious 
the confidence of his employer and the esteem of} to jearn, and took great pleasure in learning. In the 
all who knew him—partaking of religious and| cold winter mornings, she went to her work ‘at four 


moral instruction, having his necessities all sup-| o’clock instead hol the she might finish in time to 





plied and free from the irksome cares and respon-| go toa night school ig the week. She«lways had her 
sibilities of mature life—suddenly detected in the | Spelling book rd — and bg ae = could find a 
“en - ; . spare moment from her work, she would get any per- 
3s > 5 sonfined with criminals ’ k ) 
by Spewesnatgetien rd crime and = emetic tn she could to te&ch*her a lesson. A blind man was 
GF Cary QrOSS LR Freee. Sen Ore Y_| a great help to her, for-when she told him the letters, 
the awfulness of his situation and the amount of| 


er he would tell her the words. ‘* But,” said he, ** when 
guilt which has so fearfully broken around his | Jane says one letter wrong, then I’m sadly put out: so 
mind. His tears avail him not, aud the sorrows} that makes her careful.?? She was soon able to read 
of a heart-broken mother strengthen the acuteness | many easy verses in the Bible; and out of her little 
of his anguish, until reason totters. Suddenly the earnings, she subscribed for the Testament and Psalms 


father dies in a distant land, andthe only hope of | '" large print. a 


thi elles: head enhcummeedinn Children should be thankful for early instruction; 
CSET SHSSet Seems ew CHerereS Sees a! but none should think themselves too old to learn. If} 
ed. One long and deep burst of grief follows, and | hig woman had continued to say ‘* Ican’l,” ste would 


reason is crushed, and the light of intellect is ex: | have lived and died in ignorance; but by taking pains 

tinguished, perhaps, forever! , ; and keeping at it, she can now read the precious word 
Since the hour in which his father’s disease | of God, which can make her wise unto eternal life. 

was communicated, he has not a a dean cier ties Dine Meanie 

nor uttered a word. Heseems doomed toeternal) 4 ritue mialogne for Little Folke in a Little 

silence and idiocy! He is wholly unconscious of Scheel. 

the eeengean of any object around him! He knows (4 boy leaves his seat and stands before the school in 

nothing and heeds nothing. The familiir voice another part of the room.) 

of his mother falls as powerless upon his ear as) Boy, Dear school mates, will you look at me? 

the grating of the prison doors, and proffered kind-| School. Well, if we do, what shall we see? 

ness and sympathy he knows not the way to ap-| Boy. A little boy.—And here I stand 

preciate. Day and night find him the same vacant ‘To show the right and the left hand. 

idiotic being, retaining his animal nature, but egy right hand and the left we know, 

with drooping head and palsied mind and quench- — h — mS else, ei i Pil show. 

ed intellect! Such a melancholy case of aberation \ fi te ee ee 

= : A A little ear to hear what’s said, 

from virtue, should not pass without its salutary) gehool. We too have ears, and we®an hear— 

influence and impressiveness upon the young,— You say nothing new, it’s very clear. 

They seem like beacon flights lifted on high, de-| Boy. My school mates dear, 

signed to warn the unwary and thoughtless of the I almost fear 

quick-sands which lie concealed through the jour- | Sn speak to you, — 

ney of life, requiring a constant watchfulness of the ou’ve so much wit, 

passions and outposts to be placed around virtue, 

to keep the heart unspotted in the world, so that its 


°T is surely fit 
That words be few. 
possessor may ultimately secure the needed attri- 
butes of Heaven. 

















Five senses, I have heard 
It said, that we have got; 
Now [ will count and see 
If it is so or not. 
First—we Hear 











MISCELLANY. 





re mts Chad “Ay odllers ninatiae rea ee School. ‘The thunder’s awful sound 
The Depths of the Earth. Boy. Second. We See 
Sehool. Gorl’s-goodness all around. 
What wonders are there on the face of the earth! : bs 
: Boy. Third. We Taste 
What wonders beneath its surface! And yet to! gofoal The fruit 
smalla depth canst thou penetrate! One little ; ; 
how sma Boy. Fourth We Smet 
mile, and thou canst delve no deeper; and thousands School. The flowers 
remain beneath, untried, unknown, in darkness and the Bo "Fifth We Frew 
shadow of death. What regions are still below! what) ‘g.fno7 The warmth of sans a 
marvels! what unseen beauties! i y rs. 


Boy. Dear little school mates, 
Now my lecture is quite done, 
So to my seat away ; 
Pilrun!run!run! 
(He returns quickly to his seat) 
School. Do come again another time. 
Boy. Yes, when I have another rhyme. 


And thus, my child, itis in all the works of God. 
A little thou cant know, and admire the wisdom there; 
but how much lies unknown! Thou gazest on the 
beauty of the flower, and admirest the wisdom of Him 
who formed it as a shelter for the growing seed-vessel : 
but canst thou tell how thestalk and foliage, and shin- 
ing petals were made of the moisture of the ground; 





























what power causeth itto shoot upward in its growth} scripTURE GEMS—This is the title of the smallest beck, pre- 
and refuse obedience to the law of gravitation; what | bably, published this year. 11 is about aninch square, bound in red 
wisdom maketh it to know its time to open and shut at | Moreces, and gilt, and contains a verse of Scripture for every day 


. “ in the yenr. A useful present for Chilsren, to ind t i 
its appointed hour, to flourish to-day, and to-morrow, aya "lute bGeus Naoto | 


to commit Scripture to memory. Tailor & Gould, New-York. 


anes = : Sea 





NEVER DO MISCHIEF. 

A. very fine looking and intelligent youth 
named Henry, resided for a time near one of our 
great public schools... A scholar at this. place, 
who lodged in the same house, united with the 
servant-boy in the following stratage u to fright- 
en him. One night when the master of the 
house was absent, the servant-boy hid hi.vself 
under Henry’s bed, and remained there till mid 
night, when, as previously agreed on, three raps 
given at the chamber-door, it suddenly opened, 
and in stalked the school-boy, dressed in a white 
sheet, with his face frightiully disguised, and 
bearing a lighted candle in his hand; and at the 
came moment, the servant-boy heaved up the 
bed in which Henry was laying with his back. 

Now mark what followed. Henry did not 
rise as usual in the morning, and when some of 
the family went to call him, he cou:d only an- 
swer by incoherent cries—his reason was gone 
—he was an idiot! In the course of the first 
year after this, reason appeared in a small de- 
gree to return! thus what has been related be- 
came partly known, and other particulars were 
disclosed by the confession of the servant-boy ; 
but it again retired, and though he is perfectly 
harmless and gentle, his state for many years has 
been one of idiocy. Seldom does he betray any 
violent emotions, except occasionally about mid- 
night, when, full of indescribable terror, he ex- 
claims, “ Oh, they are coming! They are com- 
ing !”—Praise and Blane. 
== 
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POETRY. 











A BRIGHT SABBATH MORNING. 


The rosy light is dawning 
pon the mountain’s brow ; 
It is the Sabbath morning— 
Arise and pay thy vow. 
Lift up thy voice to heaven 
In sacred praise and prayer, 
While unto thee is given 
The light of life to share. 
The landscape lately shrouded 
ee paler ray, 
Smiles beauteous and unclouded 
Before the eye of day : 
So let our souls benighted 
Too long in folly’s shade,’ 
By thy kind smiles be lighted 
To joys that never fade. - 
O see those waters, streaming 
In crystal purity ; 
While earth with verdure teeming, 
Gives rapture to the eye! 
Let rivers of salvation 
‘In larger currents flow, 
Till ev'ry tribe and nation 
Their healing virtues know. 





TO MY SON IN HEAVEN. 

My Boy! my bright and beautiful ! 
Thy little life has sped ; 

And all my fondly cherish’d hopes 
Of joy trom thee have fled : 

Bright hopes they were of virtuous years, 
Thy morn of promise gave, 

But now the icy sward is laid 
Upon thy early grave. 

The world goes on, thy little mates 
Are jocund now with play, 

Nor heed that thou, their fav’rite one, 
From earth hast pass’d away ;. 

A passing tear, perchance a sigh, 

heir tender hearts might heave, 

But life is all too new to them, 
But transiently to grieve. 

I’ve watc’h thee oft when dire disease 
Has hover'd o’er thy ‘bed, 

With throbbing heart and trembling hands 
I’ve pillow’d oft thy head ; 

No cares shall e’er assail thee mdre— 
No sickness shade thy brow— 

I cannot wish thee back again, 
For thou art happy now. 

Farewell, my boy! thy clouded life 
Is quickly o’er and past, 

Yet many a beam of light and joy 
Were on thy pathway cast ; 

Thy spirit was not destin'd here 
A longer time to dwell; 

Farewell, awhile, my beauteous Boy! 
Till God’s own time, farewell ! 

Great God! ’tis dark, thy Providence 
One babe was snatch’d away, 

Like the fragrance of a summer’s morn, 
Or the foam upon the spray— 

Another, and another yet, 
And now my heart-lov’d son,— 

But yet tis right, I am resign’d— 


Great God, thy will be done. B. F. B. 





